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The Assassin 


Author's Notes: 
I've been waiting to post this damn thing for days!!! And as | posted the first fic here (apart from H's, alright), 
| think I'll post the first anniversary fic. Apart, funnily enough, from H's.. 


Inspired by a session watching the Raising Hell video, which is the record of Bruce's last show with Maiden 
Before he came back, of course. This was round at Ang's house, and she claims | have the dirtiest laugh ever. | 


blame it on the boys.. 


Thanks to Ang for beta duties! Thanks to Lia for just being herself, and to H for creating rockfic. 


Dedicated to all the good folk of Rockfic. You're just..the best. Ever! 


The Assassin 


Did you see it again tonight? 

He hasnt done it for a while. He gets my guitar lead -- Ive got most of mine on a transmitter, but the white 
Fender sounds like shit unless its on a lead, fuck knows why -- and reels me in like a fish | turn, lead wrapped 
around my back, never pausing for an instant, and step into him, reluctance in every line of my stance. 

Tonight he dragged me in until we were face fo face, his soft hazel eyes dark with some strong, strange emotion 
Stared at me for a single intense moment before he grinned and tapped me on the end of the nose, all playfulness 
personitied again 


And then, of course, he let me go. 


Did you notice it? Did you wonder about it? Or did you just think ‘Oh there goes Bruce again, just mucking about, 
isn't it great they still have fun up there? 


Did you think nothing of it? 
Good 


Because you weren't meant fo, even though there's a lot more to our horsing around up there than meets the 


eye, my friend. A lot more. 


But tonight wasn't the first time. For that you have fo go back a bit. Quite a bit. To the last show we ever did 
with Bruce - or so we thought at the fime.. 


~~ 
"Jan" 

"Bruce." 

"You up for a beer?" 


Janick eyed the bottle in his hand. It said ‘beer’ on the label, along with a load of marketing and product guff 
and pretty pictures. 


He blinked at me. 
"Somewhere else" 
"Oh. Right" 


Before he can complain | grab his hand and tow him through the crowds, flicking a swift wave at the few 


people who bother to acknowledge me. And there aren't very many of them, believe me. 


He's laughing away, telling me to slow down, I'll miss this man, and not just because he's the only one not to 
take sides. He's fun to be with, stays calm, never takes offense - he's been there, seen it, done it, come out 
the other side more or less sane and whole. So when things begin to get a bit silly he just takes a step back 


until everything blows over. 
Most creative guitarist I've been around in a long, long time, too. 


After tonight, you see, we won't be working together any more. He'll be Iron Maiden and | - | won't. Not any 
more. I'll be Bruce Dickinson, Solo Artist. Take note of the capitals please, they're important, to get them I've 
had to fight and argue, scratch and kick and eventually just be a total bitch to get this monolithic beast of 
Steve's creation off my back. It's not been fun. Downright painful at times. | just hope in the end the suffering 
is all worth it. 


One last thing | want to do tonight, though, and for that | need to be back at the hotel. 
~ ew 


| laughed at him, half drunk myself and, to be honest, dead grateful to be getting out of the murderous 
atmosphere. It had not been the most fun gig we'd ever done, what with the boys pretty much ignoring him on 
stage. Especially when you remember what they used to be like, the amazing togetherness giving them the 
power to stomp all over the competition All past tense now, and Bruce thinking Maiden was a shot bolt. Spent 


force. 


| saw his point - but | saw Harry's too. He wanted his band to be top priority for anyone involved, and 
Bruce..well, he'd decided it was time to move on and play with a different set of toys. And being the sort of 
bloke he is, that meant that once his eyes were set on other horizons he was so anxious to be off that 
everything else was just an annoyance. Add to that the odd rash comment about dying genres, bands that are 
past their best, Spinal Top.. 


No wonder Harry was angry. Dave was upset, because our Davey is a sweet bloke. He's never been anywhere 
else and he's worked his nuts off for this band; so any criticism of the Mighty Maiden gets taken a bit more 


personally than it should be, know what I'm saying? 


Nicko and me are just staying as clear as we can. It's not that we don't care, but we're not part of the 


history like the other three are. 

we 

Right, so | drag him back to my hotel room, which is several floors away from everybody else's. This is no 
bad thing. | don't think there's going to be any screaming, but you never know. Looks like Rod and Harry's little 
plan to split me off from everyone might work in my favour after all. 

"What's goin’ on then, Bruce?" he asks, tossing the beer bottle into the bin with a practiced flick of the wrist. 
"This," | say, go up on tiptoes and kiss him. 

His strong hands grip me around the shoulders and lift me backwards, almost dangling me off the ground. I'm 
not much more than an inch or so shorter than he is but I've startled him, not a wonderful idea. | squirm a 
bit. Bastard's stronger than appearances might suggest. 

"Jan.mate..that hurts.." | grate through clenched teeth. 

He snorts and opens his hands, letting me down. Still hasn't said anything, just blinking those big blue eyes at 
me in a rather hurt way. The fuck is the matter with him? If I've offended his masculine Geordie sensibilities 


~ Ke 


| was startled, I'll admit it. Not that he would kiss another bloke -- Bruce is Bruce, and anything he hasn't tried 
probably isn't worth trying - but that he would kiss me. We're mates, you know? 


"Bruce," | said carefully, not really sure where to go from there. | suppose | could have followed it up with "if 


you try that again I'll kill you" but.. 

He had such a strange expression on his face that | honestly didn't know what to say. I'd never seen him quite 
like that; all nervous, wringing his hands and pinching his lips together until they almost vanished. Not like him 
at all. Of course, | could have just asked him straight out why he did it, couldn't |? 


Nah. Too easy. So | muttered and flapped and waved my hands at him until he edged closer to me and bugger 
me, he did it again 


~~ 
Right, this time I'm going to show him | really mean it. 


Much to my amazement he begins to kiss me back, leaning into my fervour with an enthusiasm of his own 


before he jumps and freezes, pulling away from me with a faint gasp. | guess he's just remembered who he's 
kissing. Whatever, he's taken the first step and if | just give him a nudge in the right direction -- 


“Bruce. Stop." 
Damn. 


Still, he hasn't picked me up this time -- thank fuck -- but he is holding my face between his hands and 
looking worried | bet he is. Red-blooded heterosexual Geordie boy being kissed by his ex-vocalist? Not very 


metal, is it? 


But | stare into his eyes and the gaze is clouded by misunderstanding, not loathing. That gives me hope right 
there. He might not agree to my little plan, but he isn’t going to kill me when | suggest it to him. | hope. Only 


one way to find out. 
~~ 


| tell you, | really didn't know what to do. Here was this guy I'd been working with for years, thought | knew 
him. Not every little twist and turn of his personality, no, but enough to trust him if | passed out, pissed, in 
his hotel room. And yet he'd just propositioned me, in no uncertain terms | might add. 


His excuse was a good one, mind you. 


Because he was right; we wouldn't be working together for a long, long time, or indeed ever if Harry got his 
way. There's a man who knows how to hold a grudge. Bruce explained -- carefully -- that he'd been carrying a 
torch for me for a while. He hadn't made a move because he knew | didn't swing that way, and we all know 
that it's the fastest way to cause a problem within a band. Especially if Harry had found out, poor bastard; 
he'd have a heart attack if he thought there was any hanky-panky going on between band members. Bad 


publicity. 

But we were parting, and Bruce..wanted me. In a sexual way. At least once. And I'd had a few beers, and he was 
really pouring on the charm - believe me, that man can charm the birds out of the trees and the knickers off 
a nun if he wants to - and you know what? It was beginning to sound like a good idea. All he wanted, or so he 
said then, was to take me to bed and give me a blow job. 

Didn't sound too bad. 

Why not, | thought. 


v% 


He just agreed. Oh fuck. 


| stomp hard on the desire to shriek and leap in the air and carefully take his hand, walking backwards to lead 
him to the bedroom. He laughs at me, and | lift the hand I'm holding and begin to kiss my way across the 


knuckles, watching him closely from beneath lowered lashes. 


The laughing stops, replaced by a sharp intake of air and an almost puzzled expression on his face. | don't think 
he's realised yet just how good | intend to make him feel. 


When we reach the bedroom he goes to pull his t-shirt off and looks surprised - again - when | stop him. 


| yank mine off over my head and lean in, sliding my hands up his flanks under the shirt and walking my 

fingertips across his chest, stroking the nipples to a hardness that must -- from his expression -- be almost 
painful. He drops his head back and moans under his breath, gritting his teeth together as though to deny me 
the satisfaction of hearing his pleasure. That amuses me, and as | push his shirt up over his chest and dive in 


to nip and lick | chuckle. Poor Jan. He has no idea.. 


He sits on the bed, bare from the waist up; | manage to get him to shuffle back a bit and straddle his thighs, 


nuzzling against his face and dropping tiny, soft kisses around his mouth. 
"Relax," | say quietly, the yeasty, beer-tinged taint of his breath driving me almost insane, "this'll be fun" 


He gives a sort of breathless chuckle and rolls his eyes - | don't know if he's beginning to regret this so | 


make my move. Running out of time at this point would be a very, very bad thing indeed. 


By the time I've undone those jeans -- he goes commando, as do we all after a show, saves a lot of messing 
around -- he's breathing in short pants, fisting his hands in the bedclothes and | just know that those muffled 


little noises he's making are going to be moans soon. 


| lick him a few times, breathe on his erection, make sure that when my mouth finally closes on him he's not 


going to jump, not be startled, all he's going to do is lie back and be carried away by the sensation.. 


Mind you, it also means | can have his jeans off before he notices, then strip mine while my mouth is busy 
and he's beginning to buck his hips now. | recognise the approach of orgasm when | feel it. So of course, | 
carefully wrap my fingers around the base of his cock and squeeze firmly; he's going nowhere, and knows it. 
Frustration makes him swear, cursing me in a long stream of heavily accented syllables . He gets so much 


more Northern when he's angry. 


| have a plan. Like most straight guys Jan's never just going to blithely agree to let me fuck him; but if he's 
still half out of his mind from an incredible orgasm and l'm making him feel good again then he might just 


agree to something that normally -= 


What? It's not like we're going to be working together. No band dynamic to screw with now. | want him. I've 
kept my hands to myself all this time and dammit tonight | am going to have him and Harry can get fucking 
stuffed if he thinks that he's going to run my life for me any. Bloody. Morel 


Jan's bucking now, his face and neck are flushed and the colour is spreading prettily to his chest, golden fuzz 
accented by the tiny sidelight. Lube, lube.yes. There. 


| carefully manoeuver us around until I'm stretched by his side, slowly massaging his balls. He bucks again, and 
makes a small noise of want when | kiss along his jawline, taking the time to relish the smells of sweat and sex, 


frustration and passion radiating from this man. Gods, | want him.. 


Take the time to kiss his chest, work down to his abdomen and he's got his hands tangled in my hair now. This 
could get painful if he should get too excited and forget himself, but then | guess l'm tougher than most 


women. | can take it. 


But can he? | ponder the question in the back of my mind while | stealthily lube up my fingers and begin to 
stroke behind his balls, working my way along that incredibly sensitive strip of skin toward my ultimate goal. Of 
course, he hasn't realised this yet, because l'm also kissing my way back up toward his neck | want him well 
and truly distracted by the time | try anything.penetrative, so to speak. And this is going so much better than 


| could have ever dreamed -- to fuck it up, no pun intended, at this late stage would be awful. 
‘lm going to do something," | murmur against his lips, "so don't panic. | think you'll like it" 


He gasps something approaching a laugh and opens his eyes. The expression in them stops me cold; the bastard 
knows exactly what l'm up to, but he's going to let me carry on anyway. Why would he do this? 


He lifts himself on his elbows, kisses me soundly and drops back to the bed with a laugh. 
"Get on with it, then. Before | change me mind." 
Well now, and what would you do? Bloody right you would. So | did. 


Kissing him as deep as | can, using every trick I've ever, ever learned and | know a few my friends, you'd 
better believe that | do and while I'm doing that my fingers are probing, twisting, exploring. Opening. Drawing 
forth squeaks and moans, all noises muffled by my desperate wanting mouth, clamped over his as though we 


were each attempting to resuscitate the other. 


| don't hang about, and it's a matter of moments before I'm slowly sinking into him, throwing my head back and 
allowing myself a single moment - just the one, one single wicked flash of time - to revel in the pleasure of 
achieving something I've wanted from the first moment | saw the guy. God! | can feel his heart beating and 
hear his breath, the small sounds driven from him by the blunt pain of entrance, compelling as it is in its own 
odd way. He's aware of the potential, though, because in his twitching effort to get comfortable (or at least 
escape the worst of the pain) | manage to strike that golden bell which hides in the strangest place inside a 


man... 


~ Ke 


And when | woke up | was alone. 


